CHAPTER VI
A her body filled, Lisa seemed to drift farther
and farther away from life.
Wet heaps of brown leaves lined the roads. Solid
spirals of smoke rose from the bonfires, immobile in
the windless air.
The dry, crackling smell of burning mingled with
the rising dampness. Each day drifted into a shroud
of thickening mists, the evening sky above, clear with
a scarcity of stars, below the clouds.
Lisa's slanting grace had yielded to the burden of
her body. And the changing charm of her face had
given way to a remote stationary beauty of expres-
sion* When she smiled she did not smile at you but
to herself*
She didn't think* Her mind was a screen on which
appeared scenes from her past life, projected by the
lights of unchosen memories* Her childhood and
Stanislas, After her marriage to Cuthbert everything
went blank*
There was a scene with Mamachen which recurred*
Stanislas had been giving a degree of publicity to
one of his affairs which had exasperated his mother,
"No one appreciates forbearance more than I do/'